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The long, black limo pulled up outside the stage door of Madison Square Garden. The driver's side door opened 
and the chauffeur, dressed impeccably in a black suit with a flat, black hat on his head, climbed out and moved 
to the back door. He opened it and then stood to one side, waiting for the occupants of the backseat to 


emerge. 


Inside the limo, Duff sat patiently waiting for Slash to climb out. The guitarist, however, didn't seem in a great 


hurry to move. He slumped in his seat with his legs sprawled out in front of him, black curls hiding his face as 


he fidgeted with the top hat resting on his knees. 


"You have to get out eventually, man," Duff commented, swiping a few blonde tendrils out of his eyes and 
taking a drag on the cigarette he held in his other hand. 


"Fucking Gilby." The answer was mumbled from behind the curtain of hair. Duff sighed, and leaned across his 
friend to catch the chauffeur's eye. 


"Can you give us a minute please?" 


The other man nodded and closed the door, leaving the two rockers in the semi-darkness created by the tinted 
windows. Duff turned so that he sat sideways on the back seat, facing Slash. 


"Okay, spill. What's up your fucking ass today?" 


For a minute, he thought Slash was simply going to ignore him. He leaned forwards and rested his head on the 


top hat. 
"Why did he have to go break his fucking wrist anyway? Stupid fucker." 


Duff blinked, understanding dawning suddenly. It wasn't the fact that their rhythm guitarist had broken his 
wrist that had Slash so weirded out; it was who was going to be joining the tour tonight to fill in for him. 


"Have you even spoken to Izzy since you and he..?" He asked carefully, unsure of how to handle this. It had 
been hard enough to accept, when Slash and Izzy had told the rest of Guns n’ Roses about their relationship, 
that two of his best friends were fucking. When Izzy left the band and he and Slash broke up a few months 
later, it had been Duff that had held Slash and helped him deal with his, well, broken heart. 


"No. | didn't fucking want to speak to him. | still don't.” Although Slash was still hiding his face, the hitch in his 
voice told Duff everything he needed to know. The atmosphere backstage on this portion of the tour was going 
to be a bitch. He opened his mouth to reply, but was cut off by the door opening again. 

"Do you assholes think we might be able to have a fucking sound check at some point?" 

The sarcastic comment preceded the appearance of Axl. The singer stuck his head into the limo, red hair 
hanging around his face and eyes snapping with annoyance. Duff rolled his eyes and gave him the finger. Slash 
lifted his head and slid to the door, pushing Axl out of the way as he climbed out. 


"Fuck you," he retorted as he walked towards the stage door. 


‘Sorry, man, | don't swing that way. But maybe if you ask Izzy nicely...” 


"Shut the fuck up, dick." Duff jumped out of the limo and glared down at the smaller man. "You know how 
fucked up he was when Izz finished it. If you want there to be a tour, don't push either of them. | mean it.” 


EEEE EEE EE 

Slash lit a cigarette as he walked out onto the stage. Glancing around as he exhaled he saw that only Matt and 
Dizzy were already there. Matt nodded to him, blonde curls bouncing as he did so. Dizzy flashed him a grin 
before turning his attention back to his keyboard. 

Slash crossed to his Les Paul, set on a stand stage left. Holding his cigarette between his lips, he picked up the 
guitar and dug a pick out of his pocket, running it over the strings. While he waited for his tech to come and 
hook him up to the mike transmitter, Slash sat on the edge of the stage and picked out a few notes, which 
quickly flowed into a Led Zeppelin riff. 

"Hey." 

The quiet voice at his shoulder made Slash jump, his mouth going dry as he turned to look at the man 
suddenly sitting behind him. Izzy hadn't changed a bit. Soulful brown eyes, pale skin, and dark hair pulled back 
from his face by a blue bandanna. 

"Uh," was his intelligent reply. 

"I figured we should probably get the greeting over with so things wouldn't be too awkward later." 


"Sure. Whatever." Slash nodded and got to his feet, spying his tech fiddling with some leads near his amp. 


Izzy watched him go and sighed. That could have gone better. Then again, he hadn't exactly been expecting 


Slash to roll out the welcome banners and play "Hail Conquering Hero Comes" on his guitar. 


"Hey, dude." Duff flopped down beside him, swinging his long legs over the edge of the stage. "You talk to him 
yet?" 


"I fucking tried He just got up and walked away." Izzy turned to face the bassist, who raised an eyebrow 
questioningly. "It was never anything he did, you know. Why | finished it, | mean. | just - | couldn't handle being 
with him, but not being there with him." 

"Uh, l'm really not the one you should be spilling your fucking guts to about this, Iz" 

"| know, | know. But it's kinda hard to explain things when Slash won't even talk to me." 

Izzy sighed again and looked over his shoulder at Slash, who had settled his guitar into place and was talking to 


Axl, pointedly facing away from the two on the edge of the stage. Axl, all traces of his earlier pissy attitude 
gone, said something to Slash and patted his shoulder before walking to the mike stand set in the centre of the 


stage. 


"Is this thing on?" he asked, causing everyone in the auditorium to jump as his voice boomed over the PA 
system. Axl smirked and tossed his hair over his shoulder. "Guess so. Now lets get on with it. I've got better 
things to do before show time." 


Duff slapped Izzy on the back and got to his feet, reaching down a hand to help the other man up. The two 
then crossed the stage to their waiting techs who stood patiently holding their guitars. 


KEKE EK EE EK 


Slash was drunk. Really, incredibly fucking drunk He reasoned that it was better for him than being high on 
whatever drugs he could get his hands on, and besides, he hadnt been able to get his hands on any, so it didn't 


make any fucking difference. 


Sound check had gone quickly, and the show and had gone even quicker than that. It was all just a matter of 
getting lost in the music and letting it carry him along. The only low point had been the number of banners in 
the crowd welcoming Izzy back. Like he needed to be reminded of that. All through the show he had been able 
to see Izzy out of the corner of his eye, and had carefully avoided him while trying not to let the audience 


know that he was avoiding him. 


Now he was hiding in an empty dressing room backstage, while everyone else was partying in a larger room 
down the hallway. Damn him, anyway, Slash thought sourly. Why should I be the one hiding away in here? Im not 
the one that walked away from the band, from my lover. 


Staggering over to his bag which he had thrown in the corner on his arrival that afternoon, Slash rummaged 
around, tossing unwanted items over his shoulder until he came up with a bottle of Jack Daniels and an 


unopened pack of cigarettes. 

Flopping back onto the couch he had been sprawling on, Slash set the bottle of whiskey on the floor while he lit 
his cigarette. He was just bringing his lighter up to the end of it when the door opened slightly, and Duff stuck 
his head around it. Spotting his friend slumped on the couch he rolled his eyes and turned to speak to someone 
outside. 

"He's here. You have your fucking work cut out for you though." 

So saying, he winked at Slash and disappeared completely. Slash blinked, and resumed lighting his cigarette. He 
had just exhaled a plume of smoke when the door was pushed open again, and Izzy stepped inside, closing the 
door with a quiet click and locking it. 


"Fuck you want?" Slash mumbled. 


He flicked ash onto the floor and hid his burning cheeks behind his hair. Izzy shrugged. 


"Just to talk," he replied, taking a seat next to Slash on the couch. 
"Yeah?" Slash's sneer, while not visible, was evident in his voice. "Well maybe | don't wanna talk to you." 


"You don't have to. Just fucking listen for a few minutes. | have some things that | want to say to you." Izzy 
swallowed nervously and shifted on the couch so that he was facing Slash, one arm along the back of it with 
his legs drawn up beneath him. Slash stubbed out his cigarette on the arm of the couch and reached for the 
bottle of Jack, gesturing expansively with it. 


"Say away," he slurred, opening the bottle and taking a long swallow. 


"Look, | know this isn't easy for you. Hell, it isn't easy for me either. When Axl called and said Gilby broke his 
wrist, and could | come back, | freaked out. | didn't think | could deal with seeing you, let alone play on a fucking 


stage with you." 


"You didn't think you could deal with it?" Slash asked incredulously. "You fucking left me, lzz, or had you 
forgotten? You leave the band, then you break up with me a few months later, and we don't fucking speak for 
God knows how long, and then you waltz back in and expect everything to be fucking great? You asshole" 


Slash lurched to his feet, but before he could move away from the couch Izzy grabbed hold of the sleeve of 
his leather jacket, pulling him back down onto the cushions. Moving closer, he slid his hand down Slash's arm, 


circling his fingers around the other man's wrist. 


"Let me finish, please?" When Slash didn’t pull his arm away, Izzy let out a breath he didn't realise he had been 


holding, and continued. 

‘It was never about you, why | finished it, | mean. | loved you -' 

This time Slash did snatch his wrist away, glaring at Izzy through a curtain of hair. 
"You left because you loved me? You are so full of shit" 


"That's not why. If you'd stop interrupting me, then | might actually be able to explain. | left because | couldn't 
stand having you, but not having you. You were on tour with Guns, | was in Indiana for a while, and then | went 
out with the Ju Ju Hounds. And | couldn't stand the thought that you might find someone else and leave me. | 
thought that by ending it | was saving us both a lot of fucking hurt. And I've regretted it ever since. So when 
Axl called, and | got done freaking out, | decided to come on tour to see if, if maybe we could give it a second 


shot." 


"And now what? You've told me all this, and, what, you want me to forgive you, tell you | understand, that it 
didn't matter that you finished without any fucking explanation?" 


"No" Izzy replied quietly, scooting closer to Slash again. He tentatively reached a hand up and brushed the 
curtain of black curls away from his face, revealing flushed cheeks and dark, dark eyes snapping with anger. 
"lm still not done." 


Leaning forwards, he pressed his lips to Slash's, kissing him softly. Slash gasped and pulled back 
"What are you doing?" He whispered hoarsely. 


"I still want you," Izzy whispered back by way of reply, leaning forwards to kiss him again. This time, Slash 
resisted for a few seconds, and then moaned softly, opening his mouth to allow Izzy's tongue in, twining his own 
tongue around it and sliding one hand up to cup the back of Izzy's head, holding the other man to him and 
kissing him long and hard. 


In response, Izzy moved his arms around Slash's neck, pushing them down so that he lay on top of Slash along 
the length of the couch. They stayed like that for a while, kissing hungrily, hands all over each other, until Izzy 
worked a hand between them, cupping the bulge in Slash's jeans. Pulling away slightly, he grinned down at Slash 
and began sliding down his body until he was nestled between Slash's legs. 


"What are you doing?" Slash asked. 


"What do you think I'm doing?" Izzy retorted, unbuttoning the jeans and tugging at them. Slash hesitated, looking 


unsure. 


"Are you sure this is a good idea?" Izzy sighed, working his way back up Slash's body and planting one arm on 


either side of his head to look him in the eyes. 


| want you. | love you. I'm not going anywhere ever again, he whispered, punctuating each statement with a 


soft kiss. "Now shut up and let me do this" 


Sliding down again, he tugged at the jeans again, and this time Slash obediently lifted his hips and allowed Izzy to 
pull them down. Slash hadn't worn any underwear, so as the denim slid away his hard cock was slowly exposed. 


Izzy smiled again. 


"Beautiful," he said, before leaning down and taking Slash into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the head 
before taking him in fully. 


Slash groaned and closed his eyes, hands gripping the couch cushions as Izzy sucked him. Christ, he'd missed 
this. It had been too damn long. No random groupie, no other lover had ever made him feel like this as they'd 
sucked him off. Izzy's fingers began playing with his balls, tugging them gently as he continued to suck at 
Slash's cock. 


Slash suddenly gasped and came, throwing his head back as Izzy swallowed his come, taking all of it and then 
slowly licking his way back up Slash's softening cock, kissing the head before pulling back completely. 


Slash's eyes were still closed and he was breathing heavily. Izzy wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and 
moved to kiss Slash again, grinding his now-hard cock against Slash's hip. 


Slash grinned against Izzy's mouth, pushing him back just enough to say, 
"You seem to be having a little problem there. Anything | can help you with?" 


| have a couple of ideas," Izzy replied. "How about you?" Slash slid his hands down Izzy's back, cupping his 
asscheeks and squeezing them. He bought his lips to Izzy's ear. 


"Fuck me," he whispered, nipping Izzy's earlobe. Izzy stiffened, kissing Slash again to hide his confusion 
"Are you sure?" 


| want you. | love you. I'm not going anywhere ever again" Slash murmured Izzy's words back at him. "I want 


you to fuck me." 


"Do you have any - uh -?" Izzy floundered slightly. Slash reached between them and unzipped Izzy's pants, 


pulling his cock, oozing precum, free of his underwear. 


"We won't need any." Slash replied, pushing Izzy's pants and underwear down his legs and wrapping his hand 


around his - Izzy's - cock, slickening him with his own precum. "I want you in me, now." 

| think | can handle that," Izzy said, moving between Slash's legs and positioning himself at his entrance. Leaning 
down to kiss Slash, he slowly began to work his way past the tight ring of muscle. Slash inhaled sharply, and 
Izzy stopped. 

"Are you okay?" 


"Yeah. It's just been a while, that's all. Keep going, please." 


Izzy resumed moving slowly into the tight heat. When he was fully inside, he kissed Slash again and began to 
thrust in and out of him. 


"You're so tight," he gasped, moving faster. Slash gripped his hips, pressing his fingers into the pale skin hard 


enough to leave marks. 
"You feel so good,” he panted. "Faster." 
Izzy sped up his movements, reaching between them to wrap his hand around Slash's cock, which was hard 


again, jerking him off slowly, picking up speed until the movement of his hand matched the speed of his 
thrusts. 


"God," Slash moaned. "I'm gonna come again." 

"Me too," Izzy whispered, kissing Slash feverishly as he moved his hips as fast as he could. 

"Inside me, | want you to come inside me." 

"| don't think that'll be a - uuuh, fuck" Izzy felt his balls tighten, and suddenly he was coming, shuddering as 

he rode Slash, filling him with his seed and continuing to jerk him off until Slash came as well, whimpering and 
moaning as his come pooled between them on his stomach. 

When his orgasm subsided, Izzy collapsed on Slash's chest, breathing hard, his chest sticky with Slash's come. 
"That was - " he began, then stopped, and tried to get his breath back. 


| know." Slash replied, dropping a kiss on the top of Izzy's head. "So now what?" 


"Well," Izzy began, lifting his head to look at his lover, "I was thinking maybe we could go see if we can both fit 


into that fucking pathetic excuse for a shower over there." 
“That's not what | meant" 


"I know. | meant what | said, though. | love you. I'm not going anywhere ever again" Slash nodded, wrapping his 


arms around Izzy's neck. 


"A second chance, then,’ he said. Izzy smiled widely, caressing Slash's face with his hand. After kissing Slash 
deeply, Izzy pulled back and glanced down. "Now let's go get cleaned up." 


KEKE KEE EK 


It turned out that they couldn't fit in the shower at the same time. Slash had gone first, emerging sometime 
later with water droplets glistening on his toned body, his hair soaking wet and hanging heavily down his back. 
Throwing him a towel, Izzy kissed his lover softly before taking his own turn in the shower. 


Slash made quick work of drying off, and dressing, pulling on a well-worn pair of leather pants and a black t- 
shirt retrieved from his bag. He then tied his hair back into a ponytail and collapsed back onto the couch. With 
nothing to distract him, his thoughts drifted back to what had taken place on the couch a little while before. 


At first, he felt an urge to giggle like a teenage girl. There was always something so deliciously dangerous 
about sex in a semi-public place, where they could be caught at any time, and it was something that Slash 


always got off on. 


The urge to giggle was quickly replaced by momentary panic. What the fuck had he been thinking? Letting Izzy 


back into his life, not to mention his heart - although he had never really been out of that - with nothing 


more than a few whispered words of commitment and a well-timed fuck? 


Granted, the fucking part had been fantastic, but then sex had never been the problem. It was the up and 
leaving the band and him part that Slash had a problem with. 


The booze and post-sex induced haze in his brain began to clear, and suddenly Slash had to get outside. 
Shrugging into his leather jacket, he paused to pat the pockets and make sure his cigarettes were in there 
before crossing to the door and unlocking it. He looked over his shoulder to make sure Izzy was still in the 


shower and then slipped out into the hallway. 


Slash felt better almost immediately once outside. He looked to either side to make sure none of his band 
mates, namely Duff, had been loitering near the dressing room eavesdropping, and set off down the hallway in 


search of a new hiding place. 


EEKE EK ER KK 


The tap squealed as Izzy turned it to shut off the water. He winced, and ran his hands through his hair to get 
rid of the excess water. He kind of missed having long hair, but the dreads had had to go. And he still had 


enough to run his fingers through. Or to have someone else run their fingers through it. 


That thought brought him back to the present, and who was waiting for him beyond the canary yellow curtain 


surrounding the shower cubicle. 


"Hey, babe, can you hand me a towel?" He called as he flung the curtain aside, to be greeted by the now- 


empty dressing room. 


"Slash?" He said, a little unnecessarily since there really wasn't anywhere in the room he could be hiding, which 
left only one other option, that Slash had slipped out while Izzy was in the shower. Confused, Izzy grabbed a 
towel for himself, dried off quickly and pulled some clothes on. 


Going to the door and sticking his head out into the hallway, Izzy decided that it was now fairly obvious that 
Slash hadn't just slipped outside some air. Or whatever the fuck people do when they slip outside. He was just 
emerging fully from the dressing room when Duff ambled round a corner, heading in his direction, a lit 


cigarette hanging from his bottom lip perilously close to the newly-dyed black tips of his hair. 

Duff stopped in front of Izzy, rocking slightly on his heels as he looked him over carefully. His slightly glazed 
eyes travelled slowly upwards from Izzy's feet, and lingered on his wet hair as a grin spread slowly across 
Duff's face. 


"Took a shower, huh?" Izzy rolled his eyes at the knowing tone in his friend's voice. 


"Yes, | took a fucking shower. Listen, man, have you seen - ?” 


"And what the fuck have you been doing to need to take a shower, hmm?" 


"That's none of your fucking business, Izzy snapped, with more force than he had been expecting. Duff blinked, 
and held his hands up in surrender. Izzy took a breath and continued. 


"Have you seen Slash?" 


Duff blinked again, apparently not expecting the question. Getting a better grip on his cigarette with his lips, he 
inhaled deeply, holding the smoke in his lungs as he considered the question, looking up and down the corridor. 
Finally, he exhaled through his nose and shook his head no. 


"Can't say as | have, dude. l'm sure he's around somewhere in this fucking rabbit warren. I'll keep an eye out 


for ya though, tell him you're looking for him." 
"Thanks, Duff. For everything, | mean" Izzy said. The lanky bassist patted his friend's arm comfortingly. 
"Don't worry, man. He'll turn up. He always does. Right when you fucking least expect it, usually.’ 


EERE OE KE EK 


The arena parking lot was long-since deserted. Lucky fucking thing, too. Slash thought to himself as he slipped 
out of the stage door into the cool night air. Sighing with relief at finally finding a place where he could be by 
himself for a few minutes, he let the door click shut behind him and dug a packet of cigarettes out of his 
jacket pocket. 


Sliding down the wall until he was sitting with his legs stretched out in front of him, Slash closed his eyes and 
tried to relax a little, but his mind was racing. Forget heroin and Jack Daniels, Izzy had always been the most 


intoxicating of his addictions. 


Since they had first got together, at a party thrown by Nikki Sixx in the Whiskey about a year before 
Appetite had been released, Slash had been completely and utterly wrapped up in Izzy. The only other things to 


even come close were playing guitar and the band. 
For the longest time, Slash had thought that Izzy had been just as addicted to him. 


Snatches of memory flashed through his mind as he smoked. Izzy pushing him up against the wall in a dark 
corner of the Whiskey and kissing him hungrily, cool hands sliding up underneath Slash's t-shirt to caress his 
chest as he did so. Slash sneaking into Izzy's bed, a dirty mattress on the floor of one of the bedrooms in the 
Hell House, to spoon up against his sleeping lover and pushing his hand into Izzy's boxers, wrapping it around his 
dick, and feeling it grow hard at his touch. After Guns n Roses had hit the big time, on a tour bus, with Izzy 
climbing into his bunk and the two of them holding each other tightly. 


The faint smile that had come to Slash's lips faded as the happy memories were replaced with bad ones. 

Mostly of the bitter rows between him and Izzy, when Izzy had announced his departure from the band. Then 
the unbearable months of long separations interspersed by a few days of heady reunion here and there. Then, 
finally, the heartbreak of Izzy's last visit to Slash's house in LA, simply to tell him that he didn't think it could 


work between them anymore. 


"So here's where you're hiding." A dry voice butted into his thoughts. Slash jumped, snapping out of his reverie 


as Axl sat down next to him. 


‘Izzy's been looking for you for the last fucking hour at least. | think he's about to call the cops and report 


you missing or something.” 
"He's worried?" Slash asked, turning his head to regard the other man, his tone slightly disbelieving. 


"Well, yeah. | mean, you up and left the dressing room and disappeared. Post-fuck no less." Axl ignored the 


glare Slash aimed in his direction. "And no-one could find you." 


"lm so fucking pathetic, Slash muttered, so low that Axl had to lean towards him to catch what he was 
saying. 


"Why?" Axl retorted, "Because you like to do a disappearing act after you have sex? Let me fucking tell you 


something, guys do that shit all the time, gay or - ' 
"Because | let him back in so fucking quickly!" Slash interjected. "Because even though what he did hurt so bad 
that | swore | would never fucking take him back even if he begged me, he's back in my life less than one day 


and already we're fucking and, supposedly, back together." 


Slash paused to take a shaky breath, and Axl used the momentary lapse in his friend's ranting to tug a small 
hipflask from his back pocket, unscrew the lid and hand it over to Slash, who took a large swallow. 


"I just couldn't take it again. Going through all that, | mean," he said quietly. 

"Understandable," Axl nodded, then scowled at the surprised look Slash gave him. "Hey, | know most people think 
l'm a total fucking insensitive asshole, but | expected better from my friends. I've had my heart broken as well, 
dick. | know how it feels. But | think he's learnt his lesson. He knows now what he gave up last time and isn't 
willing to lose it, uh, you again. Like | said, he's fucking frantic in there looking for you." 


"He is?" 


"Of course he fucking is. He loves you, dick. Can't think why, personally." Annoyance was beginning to creep into 
Axl's tone. 


"Then | guess | should go look for him." 


"You do that. It'd be a relief to all of us.” 


Slash nodded to himself and got to his feet, leaning down to return Axl's hipflask The other man took it 
wordlessly and stuffed it back into his pocket. Slash grasped the handle of the stage door and pulled it open 


Just as he was about to step through, he paused and looked down again. 
"Hey, Axl? Thanks, man. | needed this." Axl made a dismissive gesture. 
"Get the fuck out of here, please!" The heavy door closing behind Slash was his only answer. 


EEKE EK EK 


Izzy sat on the couch in the back room of the Guns n Roses tour bus distractedly watching Duff, who was 


sitting on the couch opposite, carefully cut lines of cocaine on a mirror set beside him. 


Once he had four neat lines, Duff pulled a twenty-dollar bill from his pocket and rolled it up. Lowering his head 
towards the mirror, Duff raised the rolled bill to his nose and just before he snorted a line he glanced up. lzzy 
was staring, not right at him, but right through him. 


Stifling a sigh about the fact that he apparently wasn't going to be able to do any blow with his friend in this 
mood, Duff straightened up and regarded Izzy. It was another minute or so before Izzy even noticed Duff's 
frank gaze on him. Blinking, he immediately slumped down on his couch from the upright position he had 


previously been in. 


"What?" He said, giving a mental wince at the belligerency in his tone. Duff shrugged, and bent back down 


towards his lines. A minute or so later, just as he inhaled his first line, Izzy broke the silence again. 


"Where the fuck is he?" Not expecting to be interrupted at such a vital stage of his substance abuse, Duff 
jumped, jolting the couch and sending the mirror with his cocaine on it clattering to the floor. 


"Fucking waste of good coke," he commented to no one in particular, before focusing his attention on Izzy once 


more. 


"Look, Izzy, you gotta fucking stop. l'm not psychic; | have no idea where Slash is any fucking more than you do. 
But, ya know, the bus is leaving in like a half hour. He'll be on it, or - " Duff was cut off by the door to the 
back lounge slamming open and the sudden appearance of a dishevelled-looking Slash, long tendrils of black hair 
loose from his pony-tail and flying around his face. He barely glanced at Duff, locking eyes almost immediately 
instead with Izzy. Duff cleared his throat and stood, brushing traces of cocaine off his knees as he did so. 


"Told you so" He shot over his shoulder at Izzy as he disappeared out of the door, closing it behind him and 
leaving the other two men alone. For a second, neither of them moved. Then Slash cleared his throat and 


moved to sit beside Izzy, who moved over to give him some room. 


Once he was settled, Slash made no move to start a conversation. It had just about taken all the guts he had 
not to have bolted right back out of the lounge when he had seen Izzy sitting there. Eventually, Izzy sighed and 
turned to face the other man. 


"Where'd you go?" He asked quietly, his gaze fixed on the profile of Slash's face, trying to discern some kind of 


reaction "Since when did you become a ‘fuck-n-run' kinda guy, anyway?" 


"| could ask you the same question," Slash muttered, still not looking at Izzy. "Since | only left the room, not the 


relationship." 


"We're back to this again?" Izzy asked incredulously "But we talked about this before we, uh, before. | totally 
fucked up, and | thought you knew how much | regretted leaving you like that. Babe, | thought we already 
settled this." 


"IFs just, when you were taking a shower, | started thinking. When you ended it, | hated you. | mean, | thought | 
hated you. | couldn't understand how you could just up and leave like that if you loved me as much as you said 


you did." 


Izzy opened his mouth to respond, and then closed it again as Slash, turning to look him in the eyes for the 
first time since sitting down, placed a single finger against Izzy's lips, motioning for him to stay quiet. 


| was so messed up when you left. Nothing made all the shit | was feeling go away. Not Jack Daniels, not 
drugs, not even playing guitar. So | decided that | wouldn't, | couldnt, get back with you. Because | didn't think | 


could make it a second time." 


Izzy, imagining his lips still tingled slightly where Slash had placed his finger a minute before, shifted his 
position slightly and spent a few seconds gathering his thoughts before he spoke. 


"Have you changed your mind then? About what we talked about in the dressing room?" 


"| don't know!" Slash exclaimed, throwing up his hands in frustration. Reaching behind his head, he pulled his hair 
loose from the ponytail, and shook his head so his face was hidden behind a dark curtain 


‘It's like one half of my head is screaming ‘Get the fuck outta dodge’, you know? And the other half? The 
other half wants this - " 


Slash suddenly turned sideways and reached out to grab Izzy's shirt, pulling him forwards until their lips met 
in a scorching kiss. They greedily plundered each other's mouths with their tongues for a few seconds, and 
Slash felt Izzy's hands on his hips, sliding up his back and pulling him closer. 


Feeling himself becoming lost, Slash backed off, bringing his hands up and pushing Izzy back slightly to create 
some space between them. Izzy frowned slightly and a hurt expression settled over his face. 


| want to be with you, Slash reassured him quickly. "I ran because | needed to think straight for a while. Or as 
straight as | could think when I'm in love with another guy." 


A wry smile twisted Izzy's lips and Slash grinned in reply before continuing. 


"| freaked out. | mean, | was so mad with you all day, and then you lock us in a small space and start talking 


pretty and all of a sudden we're fucking on the couch? Can you see why | had to bail?" 


Izzy leant forwards until his head was resting on Slash's chest. He heard Slash sigh, and then felt arms sliding 


around his back to hold him. 


| can see why you had to bail’ he said into Slash's t-shirt after a pause. "I was more than a little fucking 
overwhelmed as well, you know. I'd been thinking about it for so long, being with you again, and then it was 
fucking happening! | don't wanna lose you again, but if you feel you can't do this, then | guess I'll have to deal 
with if” 


Slash's hold on him tightened, and a hand crept into Izzy's hair and fingers began to run through it, making his 


scalp come out in goose pimples. 


| want to do this. What I've been wanting for so fucking long has just been dropped right into my lap. I'd have 
to be fucking stupid to give you up that easily!" 


Taking the jokey response as it was meant, a cover for deeper feelings that Slash couldn't quite express in 
words, Izzy smiled and pulled himself up Slash's chest to look him in the eye. 


"We can do this however you want. Take it slow, if you need that" 


"I think | do. Need that, | mean. And it's not like that's a bad fucking thing, either. | can take my time and enjoy 


you even more.” 


A wicked smile spread across Slash's face as he pulled Izzy in for another kiss, just as hot as the one before. 
Then both men stiffened as the pounding of feet were heard on the other side of the lounge door. 


"Is that locked?" Slash asked suddenly. Izzy frowned, thinking. 
"fuck," he exclaimed, scrambling to his feet and sliding the lock into place as the footsteps got louder. 


As Izzy settled back onto the couch and snuggled into Slash's embrace again the footsteps paused outside the 
door and the handle rattled. 


"Heyl" Matt's voice protested from the other side, muffled by an inch or so of wood. "No fucking fair taking 
over the lounge for - uh - fucking!" 


The two men on the couch froze, waiting for the rest of the band to break through the door, something 
which happened altogether more often than it should on their tour bus. However, the next sound they heard 
was another set of footsteps apparently coming down the bus to join Matt outside the door. 

"Come on, dude, stop bitching, Duff's voice spoke up. "I got a bottle of Jack and a baggie of coke in the front 
lounge with our names on them. Let the love birds go back to feathering their fucking nest or whatever the 
fuck it is they're doing.” 

Both sets of footsteps moved off, fading as they made their way back towards the front of the bus. Slash and 
Izzy remained in the same positions for a few seconds, and then Izzy's chest began to shake with silent 
laughter, followed by a snicker from Slash. 

"Were we feathering a nest?" Izzy mused out loud. Slash snorted. 

"Not exactly." His hold on Izzy tightened as he spoke. "What, you can't remember back that far?" 


"No," Izzy replied, feigning innocence. "Maybe you'd better remind me." 


Slash rolled his eyes, but obediently slid a hand behind Izzy's head to pull him in further so they were chest to 


chest and - almost - mouth to mouth. 

"Well, Slash continued, softly, "I believe we were just about here." 

So saying, he closed the final inches between their lips. 

Outside the door, Duff had snuck up the bus again to shamelessly eavesdrop outside the back lounge. He smiled 
at the ensuing silence, punctuated every few seconds by a soft moan, and nodded in satisfaction. All was right 


with the world again. 


ay sa 


